The Prairie Light Review
Volume 24
Number 2 Reading Material

Article 29

Spring 5-1-2004

Para las mujeres de Juarez: la perseguidora y las
perseguidas
Ron Friedman
College of DuPage

Follow this and additional works at: http://dc.cod.edu/plr
Recommended Citation
Friedman, Ron (2004) "Para las mujeres de Juarez: la perseguidora y las perseguidas," The Prairie Light Review: Vol. 24 : No. 2 , Article
29.
Available at: http://dc.cod.edu/plr/vol24/iss2/29

This Selection is brought to you for free and open access by the College Publications at DigitalCommons@COD. It has been accepted for inclusion in
The Prairie Light Review by an authorized editor of DigitalCommons@COD. For more information, please contact koteles@cod.edu.

Friedman: Para las mujeres de Juarez: la perseguidora y las perseguidas
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